God knows, sweet gaoler of my heart, I pray
not for your death, even though love doth show,

(avenging thus my tears in his own way)
your changing hair with embassies of snow.

But, Time, you have a weapon naught can stay.
Let the curtailed years so stretch and grow

that your scarred soldier in the camp can say,
" Look, she is old, because I wished it so/'

She triumphs in the harvest of her hair,
in her green youth, and in those arrowy eyes
whose vision of a thousand points disposes.

But wherefore boast of what is light as air ?
Beauty is idle, beauty is but lies,
beauty one day must vanish with the roses.
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